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DRAMATIS 


CarTarin Bit kr. 
LovrGo1into. 
GAttono. 
LzATHERSIDES, 
Chairman. 


ACT L SCENE I= 
SCEN E, an Antichamber. 


Mother Punchbowl, Leatherfides, Nonparel, and 
Induſtrious Jenny. 


| Moth. HO'D be a bawd in this degen'rate 
age! 
Who's for her ——y unrewarded toil! 
Not fo the ſtateſman ſcrubs his plot ful head; 
Nat fo the lawyer ſhakes his unfee'd tongue; 
Not ſo the doctor guides the doleful quill. 
Say, Nonparel—induſtrious Jenny, lay, 
Is the play done and yet no cull appears? 

Non, The play is done : for from the pigeon-hole 
I heard them hits the curtain as it fell. 

Mouth. Ha, did they hiſs? Why then the play is 
And I ſhall ſee the puet's face no more. [damn'd, 
—Say, Leatherſides, tis thou that beſt can tell; 
For thou haſt learnt to read, haſt play-vills read, 
The Grub-ſtreet Journ thou haſt known to write, 
Thou art a judge; ſay, wherefore was it camn'd? 

Leath. I heard a taylor, fitting by my fide, 
Play on his catcal, and cry out, Sad tuff, 

A little farther an apprentice ſat, 

And he too hiſs'd, and he too cry'd, twas low, 
Then o'er the pit I downward caſt my eye, 
The pit all hifs'd, all whiſtled, and all groan'd, 

Meth. Enough. The poet's loſt, and (o's his biil. 

Oh! tis the tradeſman's, not the poet's hurt: 
For him the waſherwoman toils in vain, 

For him in vain the taylor fits croſs'd-legg'd, 
He runs away and leaves all debts unpaid. 

Leath. The mighty Captain Bilkum this way 
I lett him in the entry with bis chairman [comes. 
Wrangling about his fare. ; 

Moth. Leatherfides, tis well. 

Retire, my girls, and patient wait for culls, 


SCENE IL 


Mother Punchbowl, Captain Bilkum, and Chairman. | 


Chair. Your honour, Sir, has paid but half my 
I aſk but for my fare. _ [fare: 

Capt. Thy fare be danin'd. _ 
Chair. This is not acting like a gentleman. 


Capt, Be gone, or by the powers of dice I ſwear, 
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there no other chairman in the world, 
From out thy empty head, I'd knock thy brains, 
Chair, ON), that with me, all chairmen would 
confpire, 
No more to carry ſuch ſad dogs for hire, 
But let the lazy raſcals ſtraddle thro* the mire, 
| SCENE III. 
Captain Bilkum ad Mother Bunchbowl. 

Math. What is the reaſon, captain, that you make 
This noiſe within my houſe? Do you intend 
To arm reforming conſtables againft me ? 

Wou'd it delight your eyes to ſee me dragg'd 
By baſe plebeian hands to Weſtminſter, 

The ſcoff of ſerjeants and attornies clerks, 
And then exalted on the pillory, 

To ſtand the ſneer of ev'ry virtuous whore? 
Oh! cou'dſt thou bear to ſee the rotten egg 
Mix with my tears, and trickle down my cheeks, 
Like dew diſtilling from the full blown roſe: 
Or ſee me follow the att active cart, 

To ſee the hangman lift the virgal rod, 
That hangman you ſo narrowly eſcap'd ! 

Capt. Ha! that laſt thought has Rung me to the 
Damnation on all laws and lawyers too: ſouls 
Behold thee carted=———oh ! forefend that ſight, 
May Bilkum's neck be ftretch'd before that day! MM 

Moth. Come to my arms, thou beſt belov'd of ſons, _ 
Forgive the weakneſs of thy mother's fears: nl 
Oh! may I never, never ſee thee hang'd ! 2 

Capt. If born to ſwing, I never ſhall bedrown'ds ” * Tl 
Far be it from me, with too curious mind, = 
To ſearch the office whence eternal fate 
Iſſues her writs of various ills to men ; 
Too ſoon arreſted we ſhall know our doom. 
And now a preſent evil gnaws my heart, 
Oh! Mother, Mother 

Moth. Say, what wou'd my ſon? | 

_ Get me a wench, and lend me half a crown, 

th. Thou ſhalt have both. : 

Capt. Oh! goodneſs moſt unmatch'd, 

What are your Nelope's compar d to thee? 
In vain we'd ſearch the hundres of the town, _ 
From where, in Goodman's Fields, the city dame. 
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Te where, at „ the noble Tace 

In borrew'd voice and mimick habit ſqueak. 

Yet where, oh where is ſuch a bawd as thou! 
Moth. Oh! deal not praiſe with ſuch a laviſh 

If 1 excel all others of my trade, tongue 

Thanks to thoſe Rtars that taught me to excel! 


& SCENE IV. | 
Mother Punchbow), Canal Bilkum, end Leather- 
. es, 


Leath. A porter from Lovegirlo is arrived. 
If in your train one hatlot can be found, 
That has not been a month upon the town 3 
Her he expects to find in bed by two. 
Moth. Thov, Leatherfides, beſt know'ſt ſuch 
- Dymphe to find, 
To thee their lodgings they communicate. 
Go, thou procure the girl, I'll make the punch, 
Which ſhe muſt call for when ſhe fiſt arrives. 
Oh! Bilkum, when 1 backward caſt my thoughts, 
When I revolve the glorious days I've ſeen, - 
(Days I ſhall ſee no more)—it rears my brain. 
hen culis ſent frequent, aud were ſent away, 
| When coPnels, majors, captains, and lieutenants, 
Here ſpent the iſſue of their glorious toiis ? 


| 
| 
| 


eee ˙.u , 


Theſe were the men, my Bilkum, that ſubdu'd 
The havghty foe, and paid for beauty here. 
Now we are ſunk to a low race of beaus, 


Fellows unfit for women or for war ; 


And one pqor cull is all the gueſts I have, 
SCENE V. 


Leath. Two whores, great Madam, muſt be 
ſtraight prepar'd, 
A fat one for the | wag and for my lord g lean. 
EY that thy care, This weighty bus'neſs 
ne, 
A bowl of humming punch ſhall glad my ſon, 
SCENE VI. Bilkum, ſous. 
Bill. Oh! tis not in the power of punch to eaſe 
My grief.ftung ſou), fince Hecatiſſa's falſe, 
Since the could hide a poor half guinea from me. 
Oh! had I ſearch'd her pockets ere I roſe, 
I had not left a ſingle ſhilling in them. 
But lv! Lovegirlo comes, I will retire: 
SCENE VII. Lovegirlo end Gallono. 
Gal. And wilt thou leave us for a woman thus ! 
Art thov L»vegirlo? Tell me, art thou he, 
Whom I have ſeen the ſaffron.colour'd morn 
With roſy fingers beck on home in vain ? 
Than whom r.one oftner pull'd the pendent bell, 
None oftener cry, Another bottle bring; 
And canſ thou leave us for a worthleſs woman ? 
Love. | charge thee, my Gallono, do not ſpeak 
Aughrt againſt woman; by K.flinda's imiles, 
{Thoſe ſmiles more worth than all the Cornwal! 
mines,) 
When I drank moſt, *twas woman made me drink, 
Thbe toaſt was to the wine an orange-peel. 
Gal. Oh! vou d they ſpur us on to noble drink, 
J too wou'd be a lover of the ſex. 
| And ſure for nothing elſe they were defign'd, 
Woman was only born to be a toaft. 
Lewe. What madneſs moves thy flander-hurling 
tongue ? lt 8 . 
Woman! What is there in the world like woman ? 
Man without woman is 2 fingle boot, 
Is half a pair of ſheers. Her wanton ſmiles 
Are ſweetet than a draught of cool ſmall-beer 
To the fcorch'd palate of a waking fot. 
M. a is 4 puppet which a woman moves 
2 2822 win .— 0b! had . 
n for a woman, thou badft not been p { 
Gol. And ag yy > ae wou d not be. 
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Leatherfides, Mother Punchbowl, and Bilkom. 
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Then when a hole within thy flocking's ſeen 
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Wine makes a cobler greater than a king f 
Wige gives mankind the preference to beaſtry 
Thirſt teaches all the animals to drink, 
But drunkenneſs belongs to only man. 

Love. If woman were not, my Gallona, man 
Would make a filly figure in the world. 
Gal: And without wine all human kind wou'd 
One ſtupid, —— ſneaking, ſober fellow. * 
Leue. What does the pleaſures of our life refine? 
Tis charming woman, 

Gal. Wine, 

Love. Tis woman. 

Gal. Wine. | 

SCENE VIII. Rilkum. 
Capt. Much may be ſaid on both fides of this 
et me conſider what the queſtion isz [queſtions 

It wine or woman be our greater good. 
Wine is a god and ſo is woman too, 
But which the greater good [ A long pauſe] I cans 
Either to other to prefer I'm l»th, ' not tell, 
But he does wiſeſt who takes moſt of both. 


SCENE IX. Lovegirlo and Kiſſinda. 
Love. Oh! my Kiffiada! Oh, how ſweet art 
thou a . 


Nor Covent Gaiden, nor Stocks Market knows 


A flower like thee; leſs ſweet the Sunday roſe, 


With which, in country church, the milk-maid 
deeks 


Her ruddy breaſt: ne'er waſh'd the courtly dame 
Her neck with noney-water half ſo ſweet, ' 
Oh! thov art perfume all; a perfume ſhop. 
Kiſ. Ceaſe, my Lovekirio, oh! thou haſt a 
tongue 
Might charm a bailiff to forego his hold, 
Oh! I cou'd hear thee ever, cou'd with joy 
Live a whole day upon a diſh of tea, 
And liſten to the bagpipes in thy voice. 

Love. Hear this, ye barlots, hear her and re- 
Not ſo the miſer loves to ſee h's gold, [form ; 
Not ſo the puet loves to ſee his play, 

Not ſo the critic loves to ſee a fault, 
Not ſo the beauty loves to ſee herſelf, 
As I delight to ſee Kiſſinda ſmile. 
Kiſ. Oh, my Lovegirlo, 1 muſt hear no more, 


| Thy words are ſtrongeſt pojſon to my ſoul; 


1 ſhall forget my trade, and learn to duat. 

Love. Oh! give a looſe to all the warmth of 
Love like a bride upon the ſecond night; [love, 
| like a r-viſh'd bridegroom on the firſt, 

Kiſ. Thou know'ſt too well a lady of the town 
if the give way to love muſt be undone. 

Love. The town! thou ſhalt be on the town no 

more, 0 0 
I'll take thee into keeping, take thee rooms 
So large, ſo furniſh d, in ſo fine a ſtreet, 
The miſtreſs of a Jew ſhall envy thee ; 
By 2 I'll force the ſooty tribe to own, 
'A ch.riſtiin keeps a whore as well as they. 

Kiſ And wilt thou take me into keeping? 

Le. Yes. : * 

Kij. Then I am bleſt indeed and I will be 
The kindeſt, gentleſt, and the cheapeſt girl. 

A joint of meat a day is all 1 aſk, 

And that I'll dreſs myſeiſ-—-A pot of beer 

| When thou din ſt from me, ſhall be all my wine; 
Few clothes I || have, and thoſe too ſecond-hand; 


(For ſtockings will have holes) I'll darn it for 
thee; 
With my own hands I'll waſh thy ſoapen d ſhirt, 


And make the bed | have ynmade with thee. 
| Love. Do virtuons women uſe their huſbands fo ? 


| 


Who but 5 fog! would marry Wit coy lech: 
3 f 12 
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What is this virtue chat mankind adore?” _ _ 
Sounds leſs the ſcolding of a virtuous tongue! | 
Or who remembers, to increaſe his joy, 

In the laſt moments of exceſſive bliſs, . 
The ring, the licence, parſon, or his clerk? 
Beſides, whene'er my miſtreſs plays me foul, 
I caſt her, like a dirty ſhirt, away» 


But oh | a wife ſticks like a plaiſter faft, 


Like a perpetual blifter to the poll. 
Kiſ. Ans wilt chou never throw me off? 
Love. Never, 

Til! thou art ſoil'd. 
Kiſ., Then turn me to the ftreets, G 

Thoſe ſtreets you toak me from. 

Lowe, Forhid it all 

Ye powers, propitious to unlawful love. 

Oh, my Kiflinda! by this kiſs I ſwear, 

This kiſs which at a {billing is not dear) 
vob d not quit the joys this night ſhall give, 

For all the virtuous wives or maids alive. 

Oh! I am all on fire, thou lovely wench, 

Torrents of joy my burning ſoul muſt queneb, 

Reiterated joys! . 

Thus burning from the fire, the waſher lifts {| 
he red- the to make ſmooth her ſhifts, 
ith arm impetuous rubs her ſhift amain, 

And rubs, and rubs, and rubs it o'er again; 

Nor ſooner does her rubbing arm withold, | 

Till he grows warm, and the hot iron cold. | 


ACT.IL . SCENE I. 
Stormandra and Captain Bilkum. 
W were the beſt man in the 


29 
Sbou d you, unpaid for, have from me a favour. 
Therefore' come down the ready, or 1 go. 

+ Forbid it, Venus, I ſhould ever ſet 
So curſed an example to the world: . 
Forbid the rake, in full purſuit of joy, 
Requir'd the unready ready to come down; 
Should curſe my name, and cry, Thus Bilkum did ; 
To him this curſed precedent we owe. 

Stor. Rather forbid that, bilk'd in after-time, 
The thairleſs girl ſhould curſe Stormandra's name, 
That as ſhe walks with draggled coats the ftreet, 
8 ſhortly to be pawn'd) the bungry wretch 

hould bellow out, For this I thank Stormandra ! 

Capt. Truft me to-night, and never truſt me more, 
If I do not come down when I get up. ond 
Ster. And doft thou think I have a ſoul ſo mean 
Truſt thee! doſt think I came laſt week to town, 
The waggon ftraws yet hanging to my tail? 
Truſt thee! oh! when I truſt thee for a groat, - 
Hanover Square ſhall come to Drury-Lane, 

Cope. Madam, "tis well; your mother may per- 


Stor. 


| haps v1 
Teach your rude ngue to know. a ſofter tone. 
Ang ſee, ſhe comes, the ſmiling brightneſs comes. 
| SCENE Il. 


Mother Punchbowl, 9. Bilkum, end Stor» 
4. 
Ster. Oh, Mother Punchbow!, teach me bow to 


rails 
Ob! teach me to'abuſe this monſtrous man, 
Mes. What has he done? ? 


is it ſorhe envious fiſter? ſuch may be; 


1 Forgetting mine? Doſt thou forget the time, 


days. 
| Robd'd — ſtage - coach? Again, whea puddings 
Ot 4 


 EForbid it, virtue, I hould ever think 


3 
Moerb. Ha! in my houſe . Ob, Bilkum! is 
this true ? 


Who ſet. thee on, thou traigor, to undo me 


For even had (I own it with a bluſh) 
May be diſhoneſt in this vicious age. 
Perhaps, thou art an enemy to us all, 
Wilt join malicious juſtices againſt us, + 
Oh! think not thus to bride th' ungrateful tribe? 
The hand to Bridewell which thy mother ſends, 
May one day ſead:thee to more fatal gaolz . 
And oh! (avert the omen all ye ftars!) 
The very hemp I beat may hang my ſon, 

Capt. Mother, you know the paſſage to my 
But do not ſhock it with a thought ſo baſe, _ 
Sooner Fleet Ditch like filver Thames ſhall flow, 
The New Exchange ſhall with the Royal vi | 
Or Covent Garden's with St. Paul's great 
Give no belief to that ungrateful woman ; 
Gods! who would be a bully to a women? 
Canſt thou forget C it is too plain thou canſt) 
When at the Ruramer, at the noon of ni | 
I found thee with a baſe apprentice boxing? 
And tho? none better dart the clinched fit, 
Yet waſt thou over-=match'd, and on the ground. 
Then like a bull-dog in Hockleian holes, 
Ruſh d I cremenduous on the ſnotty for,” _ 
hows by the throat, and kick d him down the 


Stor. — — chy ſervices, baſe wretch, 
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When ſhiv'ring on a winter's icy morn, 2 
| found thy coatleſs carcaſe at the 

Did I not then forget my proper woes, | 
Did I not ſend for half a pint of gin, W 
To warm th ungrateful guts? Pull'd I not off _ 
A quilted petticoat to clothe thy back? + 4 
That unſkinn'd back, which rods bad dreſi d in red, 


Thy only title ta the name of Captaia? 
Did I not pick a pocket of a „ 
A pocket pick for thee? _ : ſ 


Cape. Doſt thou mention 
So flight a favour? Have I not, for thee, 
Fled the feather-bed of ſoft repoſe, 
And as the watch proclaim'd approaching 


And Well-fleet oyſters ery'd, the evening come, 
Have I not been a footpad for thy pride! 
Matb. Enough, my children, let this 
ceaſe. 


Had both your merits had, you both deſerve . 
The fate of greater perſons Oo my fon, 
etire to reſſ tle Stocmandra ſoon «7 
Will — you. See kind ASL appears. - 
In ſofteſt ſmiles n her lovely bod 8: . t 
Capt. And can I think Stormandra will be mine! 
Once more, unpaid for mine! then 1 again 
Am bleſt, am paid for all her former ſcorn» © 
So when the doating hen-peck'd huſband long 
Hath ſtood the thunder of his deary's tongues 
If, ſupper over, ſhe attempt to toys | 
And laugh and langviſh for approaching joyy 
His raptur'd fancy runs her charms all oer, 
While tranſport dances jiggs thro' ev'ry pore, 
He hears the thunder of her tongue no more. 
8 C E N E In. . L 
Moth. Davghtas, you uſe the captain too unkind. 
A woman ſqueezes'#hy:oull too m 
Bur bullies never nud Ye us'd _ 


| With caution dn ee the bullies ee, 
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A hovufe ike this, without u bully left, 
Is like a puppet-ſhew without a punch, 
When you | 
le written in the almanack of fate, 
You'll own the mighty truth of what I fay. 
So the gay girl, whoſe head romances fill, 
By mother married well againft her will, 
Once poſt the age that pants for love's delight, 
Herſelf a mother, owns her mother in the right. 
SCENE IV; Stormandra ſola. 
Stor. What ſhall 1 do? ' Shall I unpaid to bed? 
O, my Lovegirlo ! oh, that thou wert here! 
How my heart doats upon Lovegirlo s name, 
For no one ever paid his Fries fike him. 
She with Lovegirlo who had ſpent the night, 
Sighs not in vain for next day's maſquerade; 
Sure of a ticket from him. Ha ye pon, | 
What iet I fee? Is ir a ghoft I fee? 
It is a ghoſt; it is &. xhoſt. N 
Lovegirlo's dead ; for if he were not dead, 
How eou't his living ghoſt be watiting here? 
SCENE V. Lovejirlo and Stormandra. 
Love. Surely this is ſome holiday in hell, 
And ghoſts arc let abroad to take the sir, 
For 1 eve feen a dozen ghofts to-night, 
Dancing in merry mood the winding hayes, 
If ghoſts all lead ſuch merry lives as theſe, 
o would not be a ghoſt! 
Stor. Art thou not one? 
Love. What do I fees, ye' ftars! Ie it Stormandra ? 
Stor, Ant thou Lovegirlo? Oh, Idee thou art. 
But tell me, Iconjute, att thou not dead ? 
Love. No, by my ſool I am not. 
Stor, May I truſt thee? 
Yet if thou art:alive, what doſt thou here 
Without Stormandra? Fut chou beed'ſt not ſay, 
I know thy falſhood; yes, perfidious fellow, 
J know ther falſe as water, or as hell; 
Faiſer than any thing but thyſetf—— 
Love. Or thee. 
Dares thus the devil to rebuke our fin! 
Dares thus the kettle ſay the pot i black ! 
Canſt thou upbraid my 'falſhood ? thou, who ill 
Art ready to obey the porter's call, | 
At any hour, to any ſort of gueſt; 12 
Whoſe perſon is as common as the dirt , 
Which Piccadilly leaves on every heel. D 
Ster. Can I hear this, ye ſtars! Injurious man! 
peu ] be ever bilk'd; may I ne'er fetch 
y watch from pawn, if I've been Faife to yo 
Love. O impudence unmatch'd! canſ thou deny 
That thou haſt bad « thouſand different men ? 
Stor. If that be falfhood, 1 indeed am falſe, 
And never lady of the town was true; 
But though my perſon be upon the town, 
My heart has ſtill been fix'd-on only you. 
FL SCENE VI. 
Lovegirlo, Stormandra, and Kiffinda. 
Kiſ. . - wag my Lovegirlo? Point him out, 


j 

Reſtere him panting to Kiſſinda's arms. 
Ha! do I ſee? | 

Stor. Haſt thou to rail? 
Now call me falſe, and ingrate, 
Common us air, as dirt, or as thyſelf. 
Reneath my rage, haſt thou forſaken me ? 
All my full meals of luſcious love, 0 ftarve 
At the Jun table of a girl like that? 1 
. Thot girl you mention v ſo fore d « ſeorn, 
Favies not all the large repe@#8 you boaſt 1 
A little 6th pfe Gurnich 


| 
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Give me the man who knows x tafte. 
Kiſ.- Seafual-and baſe? to ſuch as you we owe 


all be a bew, and ſure that day I That harlot is a title of diſgrace ; 


The worſt of feandals on the beſt of trades. 
Ster. That ſhame more juſtly to the wretch bo- 


| « tongs, 
Who gives thoſe favours which the cannot fell. 


Kiſ. But harder is the wretched harlot's lot, 
Who offers them for nothing, and ia vain. 

Stor. Shew me the men who thus accuſes me. 
I own | choſe Lovegirlo, own | loy'd him; 
But then I choſe and lov'd him as a cull; 
Therefore preferr'd him to all other men, 
Becauſe he better paid his girls than they. 
Oh! I deſpiſe all love but that of gold; 


Throw that slide, and aff men ere alike. 


_ And I deſpiſe all other charms but love. 
Nothing could bribe me from Lovegirlo's arms; 


Him, in a cellar, would my love prefer 


To lords in houſes of fix rooms a floor, 

Oh! had Fin the world a hundred pound, + 

1'd give him H. Or vid he (rate forbid!) 

Want three half crowns his reckoning to pay, 

1'd pawn my under-pertticoat to lend them. 

Love: Woutdft thou, my Tweet? Now, by the 

pow'rs of love, Ane | 

I'll mortgage all my lands to make thee fine. 

Thou ſhatt wear farms and houſes in each ear, 

Ten thoufand load of timber ſhafl embrace 

Thy necklac'd neck. 1'll make thy glitt'ring form 

Shine thro' th'admiriog Mall « blazing ſtar. | 

Neglected virtue ſhall with envy die; 

The,own ſhall know nootier toaſt but thee, - 

So have I ſeen, upon my lord mayor's days 

| While coaches after coaches rall away, 

The gazing crowd admite by turns, and ory, 

See ſuch and ſuch an alderman piſs by: 

But when the mighty magiſtrate appears, 

No other name is founded in yaur ears; 

The crowd all cry unanimous, See there, 

Ye citizens, behold the coach of the lord-mayor, 

' SCENE VII. 
Stormandra and Captain Bilkum.. 
Capt. Why comes not my Stormandra? Twice 
and once * 8 

I've told the ſtriking clock's increaling ſound, 
And yet unkind Stormandra ftays away. 

Stor. Captain, are you a man? 

Capt. | think I am. | 

The time has been when you have thought ſv too. 

Try me again in the ſoft fields of love. 

Stor. Lie war, not love, muſt try your man- 
Vt now. 

By pin, I ſwear, ne'er to receive thee more, 

Till cury'd Lovegirlo's blood has dy'd thy ſword. 
Capt. 'Lovegirlo! Whence this fury bent on him? 
Ster. Ha  doſt thou queſtion, coward? Aſc 

- % in, A : 

And 1 never call thee captaip more. 

Inſtant obey my purpoſe, or by hemp, 

Rods, al horrors bridewell ever knew, 

1 will arreſt thee for the note of band; , 

Which thou haft given me for twice one pound; 

But if thou foſt, I call my facred bonour 

To witaefs, thy reward hall be my love. 

Capt. Lovegirlo is no more! Yet wrong me nots 

It is — promiſe, not your threat prevails. - - 

$o when ſome parent of indulgence mild, ) 

Would to the nauſeous potion bring the child; 

In vain, to win or frighten to it's good, . 


ide ,n, 
And ſure wacugh is equatto « feat. 
. Wege- ess ſuch lirtl plates way chuſe, 


He cries, My dear, or lifts uleleſs.rod : - 
Bot if by cance ci he ſhews,, 


The Gmp'ring child a0 more reluRtance kagirez | 


— 


* 
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. It fretehes out it's finger and it's thumb, [bos tif ſeduce him to ge home ere morn; 
we And ſweltows firſt the potion, then the ſugar-plum. Bride well halt be thy fate; Ill give a crow m 
| | [To ſome poor jiftice to commit rhee thither,  * 
. SCENE Vin. Stermandra ſola. Where 1 will come and ſee thee flogg d myſelf. © - 
: . p . 3 Xiſ. One flogg's as I am can be flogg'dne more 
2 — —— behang'ts 1 her Lovegirlo Miſs Kiffiada livids . 4 
. May women be by my example taught, The ſword that paſs'd thro* poor Lovegirlo's heart, 
3 Still to be good, and never to be naught; Paſs'd eke thro* mine; he was three-fifths of me. 
_y Never from virtue's rules to go aſtray, SCENE XII. Ty chem Bilkum. 
Nor ever to believe what men can ſay. - Behold th i 
She who believes a man, I am afraid, 17 1 — moſt accurs'd of human kind! 
May be a woman long, but not a maid. * 7 byes with a man have fought; 
If ſuch bleſt harveſt my example bring, 7 4 * K. ot what, has hang d herſelf: 
The female world ſhall with my praiſes ring, Oh _— etch may do the lame for me. 
And ſay, that whea I hang'd myſelf, I did a no- pr — w_ 
. 28 Capt. Alas! 
3 SCENE IX. r — herſelf all to her curtain's rod! 
Mother Punchbow!, Kiſſinda, and Nonparel. wg aaa. and I ran away. . 
Meth. Oh! Nonparel, thou lovelieſ of . —— "= — — tormandra, come with me z 
Thou lateſt darling of thy mother's years; L _— — bl, and” dies away your epyoy 
Let * tongue know no commerce with thy Grind it te ns — — * 
eart; , . , 
the For if thou telleſt truth thou art undone. — n — down — throat, 
*. Nonp. Forgive me, Madam, this firſt fault—| yy 0 tormandta's gone l 
* cep all ye fiſter-harlots af the town ; 
Ill learn with utmoſt diligence to fib. _ J . clothe 9 -lothe yourſelves in rag. 
Moth. Oh! never give your eaſy mind to love; Ki x4 * 1 
— But poiſe the ſcales of your affection ſo, Oh . cor Lovegirlo's lain. 1 
. That a bare ſix-pence added to his ſcale, Lad 8 * — 3 all you furies, come, 
Might make the cit apprentice or the clerk — ge n th" unfurniſh'd chambers of my heart; 
Outweigh a flaming col'nel of the guards. T y hearts which never hall be let again 
Oh! never give your mind to officers, hy — — but endjeſd n 
Whoſe gold is on the outfide of the pocket. Oh? J all have & bill eres it mere. 
But fly a poet as the worſt of plagues, 12 fi = — methinks; I ſwim in air, 
Who never pays with any thing but words. 2 * 32 phur and eternal fire. 
Oh! had Kiſſinda taken this advice, 8 ee, Lovegirlo too. 
' She had not now been bilk'd Wh al. He | ſee bim! Where? 
| Kiſ. Think me not ſo: ö tt mee nr Is. 
x y Some haſty buſineſs has Lovegirlo drawn B 3 ion: — ws 
N To leave me thus — —but Iwill hold a crown ' — — * _ eee 16 my unhing d brain, 
To eighteen-pence, he's here within an hour. My — wn 1 haves 
4 ; 3 , 
* SCENE Xx. To them Leather des. — — — _— chater in my bead; 
— * what means this news- — Dr 228 9980 
u 00 * 3268 #1 
bree Leath. Was ever ſuch a diſmal ſcene of woe? 
To fetch a girl, I at a diſtance view d | SCENE the laß. 
ö. Lovegirlo with great Captain Bilkum fighting; Te ebem Lovegirlo, Stormandra, and a Fidler. 
Lovegirlo puſh d, the captain parry'd, thus Love. Where's my Kiffinda ?—dear me to ber 
n- Lovegirlo puſh'd, he parried again: arms, 
Olt did he puth, and oft was puih'd afide, Ye winged winds—and let me periſh there. 
At length the captain, with his body thus, Kiſ. Lovegirlo lives !—Oh! let my eager arms 
Threw in a curſed thruſt in flanconade. Preſs him to death upon my panting breaſt 
* "Twas then Hl dreaoful horror to relate! Capt. Oh! all ye powers of gin! — 
K I at a up — — fall, - lives. 
And look as if he cry'd—Oh ! I am ſlain, Storm. Nor modeſty, nor pride, nor fear, nor 
[Kilinea fit: into Nonparel's arms. | Shall now forbid — grece embrece. is 
SCENE XI. Tothem Gallono, * * as long as e er thou wilt. 
Gal. Give me my friend, theu moſt accurſed| Love. Oh, joy unknown]! Qallano! 
bawd; Moth. Come all at once to my capacious arms; 
Reſtore him to me drunken as he was I know not where | ſhou'd th' embrace begin. 
Ere thy vile arts ſeduc'd him from the glaſs. My children! oh! with what tumultuous joy 
2 Moth. Oh! that I could reſtore him— but alas! Do I behold your almoſt virtugus loves. 
Or drunk or ſober, you'll ne er ſee him more, _ | But ſay, Lovegirlo, when we thought you dead, ; 
Unleſs you ſee his ghoſt his ghoſt, perhaps, Say, by what lucky chance we (ee you here? 
May have eſcap*d from Captain Bilkum's ſword. Love. In » few words Ill ſatisfy your doubt; 
Gal, What do I hear — Oh damn'd accurſed | | through the coat was, not the body, run. 
jade, ' Capt. But ſay, Stormandra, did 1 not 
Thou uct the cauſe of all Wick artful ſmiles Thee hanging to the curtains of thy bed? 


\ N 
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Stem. No, my dear love, it was my gown, not Love. Foreſecing all this ſudden turn of joys 


me: I've brought a fidler to-play forth the ſame. 
J did intend to hang myſelf; but ere | Mb. I too will ſhake a foot on this bleft day. 
The knot was ty'd, repented my deſign. Love. From ſuch examples as of this and that, 
. Ki. Henceforth, Stormandra, never rivals more ;}We all are taught to know I know not what. 
— I by Lovegirlo kept. {Exeunt om 


By 


